582	A MODERN COMEDY
" We pay no attention to bullies in Court."
MacGown clenched his fists.
" Yes," said Soames, " it's a pity I'm not your age.
Good evening ! "
He passed the fellow and went out. He had noted his
way in this ' rabbit warren,' and was soon back among
the passionless statues. Well! He had turned the last
stone and could do no more, except make that over-
bearing fellow and his young woman sorry they'd ever
been born. He came out into the chilly mist of Westmin-
ster. Pride and temper ! Sooner than admit themselves in
the wrong, people would turn themselves into an expensive
e circus ' for the gaping and the sneers, the japing and
the jeers of half the town 1 To vindicate her c honour,'
that f Scotchman' would have his young woman's past
dragged out ! And fairly faced by the question whether
to drag it out or not, Soames stood still. If he didn't, she
might get a verdict; if he did, and didn't convince the
jury, the damages would be shockingly increased. They
might run into thousands. He felt the need of definite
decision. One had been drifting in the belief that the thing
wouldn't come into Court! Four o'clock ! Not too late,
perhaps, to see Sir James Foskisson. He would telephone
to very young Nicholas to arrange a conference at once,
and if Michael was at South Square, he would take him
down to It. ...
In his study, Michael had been staring with lugubrious
relish, at Aubrey Greene's cartoon of himself in a Society
paper. On one leg, like Guy—or was it Slingsby ?—in the
Edward Lear ' Nonsense ' book, he was depicted crying in
a wilderness where a sardonic smile was rising on the
horizon. Out of his mouth the word ' Foggartism'
wreathed like the smoke of a cigar. Above a hole in the
middle distance, a meercat's body supported the upturned

